50                     AMONG THE BEDOUINS

Mitkhal finally lost patience and abruptly told him to
shut up.

Mansour retorted with the privileged Oriental impu-
dence of his class:

"Is there a lame goat, then, in the tent of my uncle's
new brother?*3

A  MUEZZIN  CALLING THE  FAITHFUL
TO PRAYER

This sally, greeted with laughter, was too deep for me
until they explained it.

The tale was that a certain Bedouin who had not
prayed for years, and who belonged to no tribe, but lived
alone on the edge of the desert, tending his tiny flock of
five goats, one camel, and two sheep, was visited one day
by a wandering Dervish, zealous in observance of all the
rituals.